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and again when he wrote
"her sunny locks
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece."
My wife and I had a merry time in 'Frisco, tempered
by a little sadness on meeting my brother 'Gwy'
there. He had drifted into the city from the fruit-
farming which he had tried in Sacramento and found
wanting. His prospects here were not very rosy, and
a further misfortune fell upon him when the old city
was practically destroyed by the earthquake and he
lost most of his small possessions. We had great fun
in exploring the intricacies of the old Chinese quarter;
making excursions to the Golden Gate and watching
the seals barking round Seal Rocks or floundering over
them like monstrous slugs. Another memorable sight
was our journey by the course of the Columbia river,
where Indians in their scarlet blankets could be seen
seated upon the rocks, spearing salmon. This was in
strange contrast to the methods of 'progress' by which
the same fish were shepherded into a diverted stream,
caught up in a revolving wheel and shot into an open
truck which, when filled, bore them off to the canning
factories. And who, having once seen them, can ever
forget the pure spire of Mount Tacoma which rises
into the heavens above the town of that name, or the
gigantic, double, snow-clad peaks of Mount Shasta?
visible from the first rose flush of morning to the
violet mist of night.
Then there was Chicago, very like what one imagines
Hell to be. Here one can see what Midas does
when his monstrous materialism is allowed to express
itself without (what to him would be) the disturbing
and irritating influence of the spirit. The height of
the buildings; the breadth of the side-walks, worn by
the myriad footsteps of those seeking only pelf or
gew-gaws; the brutal manners of the pedestrians who
regard you with cold, inhuman eyes; these things